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Sorry, dear recipient, for adding to the WIP pile with this. But | wanted to write this prompt.. 


The tour had gone on and on. They were on the final leg for now, only a few shows to go before they could 
take some time for themselves. It was mid-fall already, and they'd had only a two breaks long enough to skip 


civilization that year. 


Today though, Day 81 if he remembered correctly since that first gig, Josh looked over at his brother. 
Bleary-eyed, yawning, he'd slept maybe a total of three hours the previous night. Such had become typical. 
Jake was getting worried. Insomnia lead to other health problems, including depression and insanity. So they 


were all a little crazy but not certifiable. 


Across the aisle, Sam and Danny emerged as one from their shared bunk - originally Danny's - four legs and 
four arms, two bodies, two faces, so much hair. "Get a room," Jake said thinly. Sam gestured at the bunk and 
got up to pad to the john. He had a semi visible pushing up under his sleep pants, and Jake averted his eyes.. 
to Danny, who was hunched over, eyes glued to Sam's ass. "I don't know how you two can stand sharing a bunk. 


It seems claustrophobic with just me," Jake commented. 


"Its not bad once you get used to it. Once you learn how to.. fit together," the drummer offered. He turned 
his head and his eyes moved to Josh first, then Jake, and he raised his eyebrows. After seven years in the 
band, he was an expert in reading Kiszka Jake shook his head. Sliding his butt across the mattress to move in 
Jake's direction, he said out the side of his mouth, "Sam sleeps like a baby." His hawk-face and honey-hazel 
eyes asked a question that Jake had refused to answer again and again 


"Yeah, | know. | hear him snoring sometimes," Jake sighed, side-stepping. 


Sam returned, and Josh shuffled barefooted up the chilly floor to have his morning pee next. "Morning, love," 
their youngest grated out. Careful not to bang his head, he crawled back into the bunk and wrapped himself 


around Danny from behind. 
"Ugh, PDA, you guys!" Jake jiggled his leg and hoped Josh would return quickly - for more than one reason. 
"Don't like, don't look," quipped Sam, his right hand moving down Danny's abs. "Hey, baby, you wanna pee first?" 


Danny's face turned even more predatory as the bassist's fingers neared its goal. "Nah man, let's put this 


morning piss hard-on to use." 


"Yay!" Sam would have chirped if not for the morning grit. "Go find something else to do, Jakey. Unless you 


want to join..2" 


This had been thrown at Jake before, and he'd never seriously considered it. his hard-ons were for his twin, 
and he sought his release with women and his own hand. How could he ever explain to Josh that his love was 
more than fraternal? The two younger band members oozing sexuality more than ever since they'd found each 
other that way weren't helping things; Jake felt a disconcerting stirring in his pajama pants. Sam was his 
brother, too, and Danny might as well be although Sam had no issue with it. Jumping to his feet, he escaped - 
to a distance of twenty feet away - and banged on the door of the john. "No shitting on the bus, Josh!" he 


fake-yelled, over-obnoxious. 


Sam huffed and Danny giggled, weird for a guy his size, and they both disappeared behind the privacy curtain 
into their tiny love nest. For fuck's sake! Josh opened the door and Jake had to scuttle out of the way. "Don't 
piss everywhere," he answered Jake's warning in a tone that bordered on unctuous. His eyes flicked down. "And 


take care of that" 


Up till that day, Jake had never outright flirted with his twin. "Or what? You'll do it for me?" His voice 
squeaked a little at the end, and his cheeks heated. 


"What?! No!" Josh's mouth remained open and his jaw hung in a gape. It was like he was frozen 


Before he further embarrassed himself, Jake slid by him into the loo and closed the door behind him, twisting 


the lock. He rested his forehead on the side panel for a moment, till nature's call won out. 


Josh crawled back into his bunk, also opposite the lovers’ and up the way a few feet, and drew the curtain 
Now that he should be up, he was decidedly exhausted. If he was lucky, they'd let him sleep. Everyone knew he 
had a problem but not why. Over the years, his attraction to Jake had multiplied, so much so that he's 
forgone film school and continued to front his band to be near him. f the feeling was returned, Jake had never 
let on. No doubt about it, Jake as was promiscuous as he could get away with in their controlled environment, 
and he shared his bed with random groupies and other girls as often - and as thoroughly, Josh had noted - as 


he could get away with. that self-satisfied smirk the next morning was sometimes more than Josh could stand. 


He was hardly a virgin, himself. Plus he played for both teams. A hot and horny body was a hot and horny 
body, both genders had their own appeal. But never unless he knew there'd be no sightings or interruptions. 


The grunts and sighs across the aisle increased in pace. He could tell that their rhythm section was trying to 
be quiet.. semi-successfully. In the past few months since his little brother had finally hooked up with his best 
friend, Josh had become something of a connoisseur of the noises they made during their version of tour bus 


sex. He was already lying on his back, unconsciously having slid his hand into his underwear. 


His thoughts were equally distressing. Jake had caught his eye and turned his head between a hair flick and a 
drag off a hand-rolled smoke, back when they were teens. His fantasy life consisted of imagery of touching 
Jake everywhere, till his full, perfectly formed lips parted to take his kiss and utter his name in varied 


intonations. Simply by familiarity, that in itself didn't worry him. much. 


He could practically hear it when Danny entered Sam, and the muted slaps as they fucked. He had no way of 
knowing their position. At first he pictured Sam on his belly with Danny skewering him from above, knees 
between Sam's skinny legs, hovering over him. They couldn't be just spooning given the power that subtly 
rocked the bus. But then, Sam morphed into Jake, who threw his hair almost the same, groaned almost the 
same, the timbre only a little lower. As Jake arched in his mind's eye, submitting, the picture changed again, 
and Josh viewed himself face down over his twin. His ass jiggled every time Danny thrust. Like Jake, he arched 
his back but more sharply. There in his own bunk, he was going to need a hand to get off. Lo but he walked 
through the valley, one appeared and wrapped fingers around his fully hard dick, but it wasn't Danny's or 
Sam's - he'd have recognized the veinier, longer and stronger digits anywhere - but Jake's. 


Flopping to his side, Josh reached for the mismatched sock kept in the space between the mattress and the 
wall just for this purpose. 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry, no camping yet. But eventually they'll get there. Same warnings as Ch |. 


They'd never acknowledged out loud that their bonds went deeper and into places they weren't supposed to 
according to tradition and law. Being in love with his twin brother was hardly the only illegal thing Jake ever 
done, but one can't get arrested for having feelings. 


One thing they could acknowledge aloud to each other was their love of nature. Tour ended in a whirlwind of 
sold-out shows, parties, after-parties and interviews in between that left them high on success and exhausted. 
Josh still wasn't sleeping and Jake found that disconcerting even as he grabbed whatever Z's he could in his 


own bunk or his own room. 


At last it was truly over and they went home. The last miles, the driveway, the familiarity of the family home 
felt like vertigo. The shock to the system hit Jake in the shower as he scrubbed off what felt like months of 
invisible dirt and grit. As he stood naked under the water, he felt his own exhaustion and nearly collapsed. He 
was too tired even to beat off. All three brothers slept for something like sixteen hours in their too-small 
bedroom and too-small twin beds. It was so quiet, no diesel engine, no gently swaying movement of miles of 
road beneath them. It felt like heaven, Jake could only think of one thing better and he was yet to experience 
it 


The first day, once awake, they stumbled around like international travelers recovering from jetlag. Small 
wonder. By evening, though, like their bodies had acclimated, restless energy returned and having called on 


Danny to get his ass over to jam, they actually did that. No rehearsal, no sound check, just pure enjoyment. 


The second day was much the same, another shock because no one was demanding their time besides their 
mother fussing over them like they were four and their dad trying to mentor them in a way they hadn't 
needed or wanted in half a decade. Sam soon escaped, likely with Danny into the less seedy areas of Detroit to 


buy records and clothes, look at expensive cars and gear, basically to feast on each other in their own way. 


Josh envied them. They didn't advertise in public, but anyone with eyes could see how it was between them. 
Their bodies fit together even when they weren't touching. Mostly Danny, his liquid velvet eyes fixed upon the 
man he loved, deferred to Sam in public. Josh had witnessed - with his ears - how badly and how often 
Sammy needed his rock. How could he ever have something like that with Jake? He just couldn't. They'd never 
be able to show their faces again if anyone found out - they weren't band-brothers, they were blood-related, 
gene-sharing, actual identical twin brothers. Nothing could alter that. Having kept everything inside and to 
himself for far too long, Josh knew he had to talk about it or it would eat away at him. If he told Jake, then 


even if his sibling punched him in the face, kicked him in the balls and disowned him, well, then he'd know. 


They were a little baked on pot brownies. And it was a beautiful thing. A clear sky of stars provided a little 
light between the tree tops; the air, nippy for late October. Jake needed a smoke. He led Josh out a little ways 
past the carport to a stand of trees and forgot all about the craving for nicotine in lieu of that for his 
brother. "Hey man, it's good to be home, huh?" he said, rhetorical question 


‘It is. But.. it's also repressive in a way. Don't you feel it? We were given room to grow as kids. Now it just 
feels like room to bounce off the walls." 


Jake had no idea Josh felt that way. He'd been quiet. Apparently he was thinking, too. "I think.. it's time to move 
out. We're far overdue, most kids fly the coop the second they can pay rent in some dive, if they're not in 


school." 


"Well, about that." Josh's sentence was lost as Jake turned and hugged him, holding on hard. They aligned like 
nothing he'd ever felt, just like he'd been wanting for months. Years. As he'd held Josh's body to his, felt his 
chest rising and falling, tasted his lips, stroked his hair - it seemed like destiny had fallen into place. 


Their mother called them in from the front door, "Boy-oys..!" Jake wanted to ignore it. His hands rested on 


Josh's lower back just above his ass and he'd been just about to make a certain presence known. 


In the low light, he couldn't see Josh's face when he turned toward the house, whether it was relief or 
disappointment painted over his twin's features. They held hands along the way, till they approached the circle 
of light surrounding the open door. At the last moment, Josh's fingers slid away. 


Two days later, Josh had announced to the family and whoever else was there that he wanted to go to film 
school. For real now. Since his early teens, Josh had been playing with the idea, pushing it back each year since 
high school. The sinking feeling in Jake's gut had equated flunking his driving test, having his guitar stolen, 
shitting his pants in front of a live audience and being lost in the woods with no compass and a hungry 


mountain lion staring him down.. times ten. 


Sam was still elsewhere, likely at Danny's, so he and Josh had their shared room to themselves. They sat 
facing each other cross-legged on Jake's bed, as they did when there were important matters to hash out. 
They'd been talking all their lives, starting with twin patois when they were less than two. Later, a sort of 
non-mimickable sermonette style had developed to communicate with older fans and industry people, and they 
practiced it on each other daily. In his state of distress, Jake dropped all pretense. "Don't quit now, Josh, we're 
right on the verge. This band's been our life for eight years now. 


"Yes it has. It's your dream, | know. But on the verge of what? Another album, another tour, then another and 
another?" The doubt in Josh's voice made Jake want to scream or cry. Was it cold feet, or did Josh not care 


about his vision any longer? Yes, Josh should be able to chase after his own dreams, just.. not now. 


"Yes! And if not, who cares? Music is everything!" Taking a deep breath, Jake went on, "and you. | mean.. You're 


everything, too." His eyes locked on Josh's. 


Josh looked nonplussed. He opened and closed his mouth a couple of times. "Is that why you kissed me the 


other night?" 
"How can you not know? You know every single thing about me." 


"l." Josh seemed at a loss. Then he burst out, though he kept his volume down, and Jake knew how loud he 
could vocalize, "You haven't thought of the long-term repercussions! Telling Mom and Dad. What if the media 


found out?" 


"You know what you didn't say? ‘| don't love you back" Jake thought he'd won "I want this band to succeed 
more than anything. But | want you, too. In it. Let's face it. | wouldn't want to, but if we had to, we could 


replace bass or drums. But you and me, our sounds, your voice and my guitar, there's no replacing.” 
Josh shook his head. In the next hour, they repeated the same debate several times with small variations. 


By midnight, they had abandoned their room, took it to the basement and put the stereo on low to a short 
stack of albums on the turntable, John Lee Hooker to The Black Keys. Like most basements, a subtle mustiness 
pervaded that, each unbeknownst to the other, locked the memory of that night. There was an old pull-out 
couch left over from their dad's bachelor days, sheets still on it from whenever the last time anyone had 
used it. Jake fetched blankets from the home-made closet of particle-board shelves, then went for an old, 
battered acoustic that lived next to the speaker. While Josh spread out the blankets, then his compact body 
underneath, Jake tuned the guitar and played for a few minutes, a familiar Cream cover. He tuned again, the B 
was still flat. The next bars created between his fingers and pick and the strings became "You're the One", 


then "Lover, Leaver". "You know that shit's about you.. and me," was all he said. 
Josh flopped down and his eyes closed. "I know, Jake." That was the last thing he said. 


They'd fallen asleep next to each other. As had happened countless times over the years, they woke up twined 
together face-to-face, as if their bodies were trying to restore their unborn positions in the womb. It was 
still dark. While Josh was a little disoriented, Jake had perfect clarity. Simple body heat or the physical 
manifestation of everything in his heart, Jake recognized Josh was just as hard as he himself was, and his 


twin hadn't moved. He still had to gather his nerve, but quickly. 


Neither of them were hardly inexperienced at kissing if not kissing each other; the meeting of lips and tongues 
started light. Another second was spared for a nuzzle, but then need of another sort took over, and it turned 
intense and desperate till they sucked each other's mouths breathless, "Josh, oh my god, Josh." Jake 
murmured helplessly between breaths. His hands pulled at blankets then clothes to get at more of Josh's body, 


so like his own. 


Shirt gone, Josh shivered visibly, a sexy little moan came from his throat before he hushed himself. Jake 
discovered he was already naked, having shed his clothes in his sleep. Between them, they got Josh's sleep 


pants down to his knees. Hooking a leg over Josh's thigh, Jake ground his hips. 


Josh's dick was sticky with pre-cum and he hissed when Jake wrapped his hand around it. "It's gonna take me 
about ten seconds," he gasped. 


"Mm-hm.. same." Somehow Jake's erection had found its way into Josh's fist, too. It was still thickening, 
hardening, and it seemed to just keep doing so, a drop of blood at a time. It really only did take seconds. Jake 
felt his balls tighten painfully while his brother's fingers skimmed up and down. A warm tongue flicked twice 


over his left ripple. They matched stroke for grind, sweaty and gasping for breath till both of them shot white 
strings onto the opposite belly. 


"Oh fuck!" Josh moaned eyes still rolled back in his head. His next words were not what Jake had been 
anticipating. "Dunno whats wrong with me. Why'd you have to look at me that way?" 


"Because... | love you." The words were so stupid and simplistic, a raindrop in the monsoon of his roiling 


emotions. "We were made to be together." 


Josh moved away. Getting out of bed, he pulled up his pants and wiped off his abs with his discarded tee-shirt. 
"Not like that. We can't. Not in this world. But.. | won't quit Greta. For now. Alright?" 


Already up on his feet not caring about his nudity or the state of himself, Jake told him, "There's gotta be a 


way. 


"Well then where?" Josh demanded, hissing just above a whisper. He didn't deny for the first time, only threw 


contingencies. "Not in this house." 


"Not in this house, you say. What did we just do? Right there?" Jake pointed. He heard footsteps overhead. 
Their father now stood at the head of the basement steps, based on the thumps. 


"Well then where?" repeated Josh, a little louder. "The Yoop?" He was being facetious but Jake lit up, about to 


call his brother a genius. 
"You boys alright down there?" The sudden light above the stairs hurt dilated pupils. 


An unsatisfactory answer would garner them a senior word of wisdom. Or three.. thousand. Moving fast, Josh 


crossed the room, whispering to Jake as he passed, "Get your naked butt back in bed, you idiot!" 


Starting up the steps, Josh threw a last look at Jake. "Yeah, fine.. we were listening to some albums. Gon’ go 


bed now." Modified babytalk always soothed the parentals. 


Jake lay there in the darkness and made plans. They'd never gone camping this late in the year - they'd need a 
better tent. Supposedly they'd be paid ‘by the weekend’; it was already Thursday, well technically Friday, and 


he'd forgotten to check his online banking. Sleeping bags and extra foam pads, warm clothes, flashlights, camp 


stove, cooking and eating utensils, a couple of lanterns, fuel and batteries for all that. Food.. that was a list in 
itself. Cooler and storage. His guitar. Extra picks. Lighters.. matches just in case.. rope.. day packs.. water... 
condoms and lube..??? 

wet wipes.. 


first aid kit.. 


„whiskey and moonshine.. 


„marshmallows... 


